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They know.that they love certain poems, certain wonder-
ful lyrics, but. they do not expect to find the author
thereof either'an,incarnation of the principle of evil, or
& new ,Sp'n of God The people are so much wiser than
those.who would instruct them. " We know the ' Sky-
JJirk,' the'* Cloud/ the 'Sensitive Plant' by heart, and we
adrnirti" -and revere the .beauty and noble thought en-
ghrined in ' Prometheus Unbound' and ' Alastor/ and
"Mvhat we want to know about the author are those facts
which are beyond dispute. As for the colouring of the
latter, we can do that for ourselves." This is what the
popular sentiment amounts to in the instance of Shelley.
So much has been written about him that his real person-
ality threatens'to vanish completely from the view of
the present and of coming generations. What also is
feared by some, at least, who have the fame of the poet
deeply at heart, is that the rare bloom of his genius will
altogether disappear in the mists of conjecture and
dispute which now prevail; the poet will fade, and the
socialist-philosopher will arise; the singer will become
the political or sectarian stalking-horse. Instead of
" Adonais," and an unparalleled lyric voice, there will
be the Vegetarian and Irish pamphlets and much weari-
some bluster and counter-fury,

Only sixty-five years have elapsed since, with all
its extraordinary power and promise, a brilliant life
ceased suddenly amid a brief turmoil of wind and sea.
Yet already is there a Shelley: myth, which, perhaps,
even the efforts of the most intelligent students have
not wholly made clear; it is certain that if the poet
had lived in remote days, the transmitted records ofly, 1882, Shelley
